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Now, one Sunday, during vesper-time, Frederick
and Deslauriers, having previously curled their hair,
gathered some flowers in Madame Moreau's garden,
then made their way out through the gate leading
into the fields, and, after taking a wide sweep round
the vineyards, came back through the Fishery, and
stole into the Turkish woman's house with their big
bouquets still in their hands.
Frederick presented his as a lover does to his be-
trothed- But the great heat, the fear of the unknown,
and even the very pleasure of seeing at one glance
so many women placed at his disposal, excited him
so strangely that he turned exceedingly pale, and re-
mained there without advancing a single step or
uttering a single word. All the girls burst out laugh-
ing, amused at his embarrassment. Fancying that
they were turning him into ridicule, he ran away;
and, as Frederick had the money, Deslauriers was
obliged to follow him.
They were seen leaving the house; and the episode
furnished material for a bit of local gossip which was
not forgotten three years later.
They related the story to each other in a prolix
fashion, each supplementing the narrative where the
other's memory failed; and, when they had finished
the recital:
"That was the best time we ever had!" said
".Frederick.
V'.Yes, perhaps so, indeed!   It was the best time
we'gVer had/' said Deslauriers*